" I will have to go, sir," he announced. " I am very
sorry, but I am a quarter of an hour after time."
" Are you sure that you are the last tug ? " Ann Mitchell
asked.
" Absolutely certain, miss," was the firm reply. " I
am the first and last. There's only one launch running,
and if you are going to join the ship, miss, you had
better get in. Come along ! "
There was a wild attempt at kidnapping my wife, but
keen though she was to go, she would have nothing to
do with that. The tug blew one last shrill whistle and
backed slowly away. We exchanged glances. We were
both half smiling, but Elsie was inclined to be indignant
and there was something which looked suspiciously like
tears in her eyes.
" I can't help wondering what Marie is about ! " she
exclaimed. " It makes one look so ridiculous to go back
again."
Just at that moment I caught sight of something up
in the hills. I scrambled on to the wall and looked from
there. Then I jumped down.
" She's coming," I shouted. " I know, because that
left-hand light is a little out of line."
I turned to a boatman nearby.
" Isn't there another tug in the harbour ? " I asked.
" I hoped you would ask that, monsieur," the man said
with a grin. " I am ready to start at once. We shall not
be five minutes after the launch."
" Come alongside," I ordered.
Well, in a quarter of an hour we found ourselves in
what seemed to be a sort of converted coal barge, but I
think we should have welcomed it whatever it was. A
filthy-looking boy was tugging with all his might at a
rope which pulled a whistle, and we were being cheered
on by all the small crowd in the harbour. Suddenly we
heard something that was, to us, like music. The long
siren from the Franconia blew out her summons once more
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